MODERN TRAVEL

their ordinary life again ; and now, in 1933, they coulc
not even join us in a tavern because they had no
decent coats to their backs. We could drink to th<
tragedy of the dead ; but we could only stare at on<
another, in pitiful embarrassment, over this tragi
comedy of the living, who had fought for a world tha
did not want them, who had come back to exchange
their uniform for rags. And who shall restore to their
the years that the locust hath eaten ?

There are nearly always compensations. Thus Brad-
ford is a city entirely without charm, though no
altogether ugly, and its industry is a black business
but it has the good fortune to be on the edge of some o
the most enchanting country in England. A sharp wall
of less than an hour from more than one tram terminus
will bring you to the moors, wild virgin highland, anc
every mill and warehouse will be out of sight and the
whole city forgotten. However poor you are in Brad-
ford, you need never be walled in, bricked up, as 2
round million folk must be in London. Those greal
bare heights, with a purity of sky above and behind
them, are always there, waiting for you. And not veiy
far beyond them, the authentic dale country begins,
There is no better country in England. There is every-
thing a man can possibly want in these dales, from
trout streams to high wild moorland walks, from deep
woods to upland miles of heather and ling. I know nc
other countryside that offers you such entrancing variety,
So if you can use your legs and have a day now and
then to yourself, you need never be unhappy long in
Bradford. The hills and moors and dales are there
for you. Nor do they wait in vain. The Bradford folk
have always gone streaming out to the moors. In the
old days, when I was a boy there, this enthusiasm for
the neighbouring country had bred a race of mighty
pedestrians. Everybody went enormous walks. I have
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